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Linda  Schweitzer 
COUNTRY  CAT 


Its  sly,  silky  body  waits 

Ears  erect 

Body  crouched  and  ready  to  spring  forth 

Eyes  stare-still  and  frozen 

It  watches  its  prey 

Wait  ing 


Waiting 


******** 


Debbie  Morris 


THE  OLD  RED  BARN 


The  old  red  barn  stands  alone 
desolate  on  the  hillside 


I 


wind  howling  through  the  hayloft. 
Its  fiery  red  color  now  faded  and  peeling. 
The  distant  echo  of  children's  laughter 
bounding  off  the  rotting  boards 
Ynd  out  into  the  gloomy  dusk, 
kats  scurrying  around  patches  of  molding  straw 
while  stirring  up  cyclones  of  dust. 
The  whirring  of  wings  of  a  stray  bird 
stirs  up  only  the  eerie  greyness  of  a  hollow  silence 
that  only  memories  bring. 


Judy  Belfield 
VICTIM 


Thousand-legger 

spotted  by  the  cat 

Skittering  brown  velvet  legs 

racing  across  the  white  porcelain  tub 

The  feline  alert 

whiskers  saluting  the  air 

ears  pointed  high9  a  twitch — slig;  '■ 

eyes  intent 

He  springs 

trapping  the  prey 

under  softly-padded  gray  paws 

A  sniff 

a  sudden  ravenous  gulp 

and  it ' s  don®  .  .  . 

my  house  is  a  jungle. 


******** 


Anita  Rutkowski 
BLUE  MOON  RABBIT 


******** 


'  The  fuzzy  kiss  from  my  stuffed  blue  rabbit 


That  I  receive  each  night  before  I  go  to  bed 


Comforts  me  and  Assures  me  that  all  will  be  well 


Then  I  put  my  precious  companion  back  in  his  place 


But  sometimes  he  falls  down 


And  T  always  fin  nv(*.r   and  net-  him.  Ym.r.'k   carefully 


(it's  our  first  kiss  .  .  .  the 
one  where  you  pushed  back  your 
baseball  cap  and  shyly  leaned 
over) 

(you  asked  if  you  could   :ae 
over  the  next  night,  than 
thanked  me  .  .  .  thanked  me  for 
the  evening) 

(you  put  your  arms  tightly  abov.; 
me  and  hugged  me  to  your  strong 
warm  chest.  As  you  stroked  bac: 
my  hair  you  sighed  .  .  .  you 
didn't  want  to  let  me  go) 

(you  slowly  pulled  your~3lf  av- 
.  .  .  your  hand  gently  brushed 
my  thigh  as  I  groped  for  the 
door  handle) 

(I  watched  you  pull  out  onto  th< 
street  and  I  smiled  with  Joy  an 
pride  ...  I  never  dren~**  tlia 
one  day  soon  you'd  be  g< 

(I  think  of  that  night     you 
of  us,  memories  and  fantasies  . 
.  .  plots  to  win  you  back,  to 

(continued) 
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Blue  Moon  Rabbit,  continued 


After  I  get  another  fuzzy  kiss 


make  it  happen  all  over  again) 

(It's  our  last  kiss  .  .  .  the 
one  where  you  gently  put  a  hand 
on  my  shoulder  and  my  waist  and 
shyly  leaned  over) 


******** 


Anita  Rutkowski 


Debbie  Morris 


CURRENCY  EXCHANGE 


HARRY'S  BAR 


Money  flows  swift 

Toward  inflationary  rapids 

Carrying  us  toward 

A  credit  waterfall. 

We  plunge  into  a  pool 

Filled  with  recession  and  depression 

And  swim  for  our  lives 

Until  it  finally  evaporates, 

Leaving  us  tired  and  cold 

To  watch  the  rain  begin  .  .  . 

******** 


about  him  that  only  a  friend  would  know, 


"Harry's  Bar,"  "The  American  Bar," 
"Hemingway's  Haunt,"  a  place  never  to 
be  forgotten,  a  feeling  impossible  to 
express. 

"Harry's"  is  in  Venice  (Venezia), 
Italy,  and  is  but  a  block  away  from  St. 
Mark's  Square  (Piazza  San  Marco).  A  very 
unpretentious  building,  slightly  deter- 
iorating.  "Harry's"  stands  in  a  corner 
just  across  from  a  gondola  service.   Its 
sign  is  small,  and  posted  high,  almost 
to  the  second  floor,  which,  along  with 
those  other  factors,  makes  "Harry's"  hard 
to  find,  but  it  is  well  worth  the  effort. 

Upon  walking  into  "Harry's"  a 
strange  chill  ran  through  my  body.   It  was  and  tell  me  that  if  Hemingway  were  alive 
as  if  I  had  walked  into  a  time  machine  and  and  here  today,  he  would  like  ne  very 
been  taken  back  a  few  decades.  The  decor  much. 

was  simple,  nothing  particularly  stood         I  looked  around  the  room  once  more  . 
out  or  caught  my  attention  on  my  first      .  .  the  dirty  windows,  the  walls  in  need 
surveyance  of  the  room,  yet  it  was  per-    of  paint.  The  smell  was  a  mixture  of 
feet,  the  way  I  wanted  it  to  be.  cheap  cigarettes,  perspiration,  and  var- 

Some  other  tourists  came  in  behind  me,ious  types  of  alcohol;  it  was  almost  sick- 
and  I  heard  one  of  them  say,  "This  is  H?  ening.  There  were  tourists  all  about, 
It's  a  dive!"  My  happiness  and  awe  sub-   wearing  phoney  gondolier  hats.  The 
sided  quickly,  yet  only  for  a  few  minutes.  Venezians  sat  at  the  bar  and  at  tables, 
I  wondered,  with  hatred  flowing  through    their  voices  pitching  high,  then  back 
me,  what  those  people  expected  it  would  be  down  as  their  arms  and  hands  exaggerated 
like.  Were  they  looking  forward  to  a      each  of  their  words.  Their  laughter 
three-floor  disco  with  blaring  music  and   frequently  caught  my  attention  as  did 
"beautiful"  people?  Or  did  they  expect  it  their  favorite  phrase,  "Mamma  Mia!"  There 
to  be  very  distinguished  and  tasteful,     was  an  old  Italian,  man  dressed  in  white 


nants  wil 
anl  str"T 


Thite ,  short-si  =6v . 


hat  r»iAe«'!  in  front 


j  Z.1I2 
him 


filled  with  the  murmur  of  great  poets 
and  writers  conversing  on  deep  subject 
matters?  at  the  end  of  the  bar.  We  looked  at  each 

I  went  to  the  bar  and  ordered  a  carafe     other  at  the  same  time,  and  our 


of  wine,  then  sat  at  a  t%le  in  the  corner. 


eyes  locked.  His  eyes  sparkled 


/ 


I  began  to  think  of  exactly  what  I  had 
expected  from  "Harry's."  It  would  be 
rather  small,  but  not  too  small,  aging, 
with  cloudy  windows  and  '-ust  in  its  cor- 
ners. The  smell  of  red  wine  would  fill 
the  air  along  with  the  sound  of  light  con-  stood. 
versation  amongst  its  Venezi"*n  frequenters. 
I  would  sit  at  a  table  with  a  glass  of 
.wine,  and  soon  an  older  man  would  sit  with 
!me  and  try  to  speak  to  me  in  broken  English. 
/ He  would  ask  me  about  America  and  I  would 
ask  him  about  Venice.  Then  the  subject  of 
Hemingway  would  come  up,  and  he  would 
tell  me  of  the  times  he  sat  at  this  very 
table  talking  to  him,  drinking  away  the 
hours  together.  He  would  tell  me  details 


his  white  hair  seemed  to  draw  then  out. 
He  was  a  large  man,  and  the  lines  of  a^e 
in  his  face  were  deep.   I  smiled.  He 
smiled,  winked,  then  raised  his  glass  to 
me.   I  raised  mine  in  turn,  then  he 


******** 
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Debbie  Morris 
THE  SUN  SETS  EVERYDAY 


The  sun  sets  everyday- 
down  over  unknown  horizons 
but  to  each  noon 
the  night  relents 
and  darkness  is  soon  forgotten, 

/  The  old  ways 

must  fade  away 

to  allow  for  the  new 

as  all  bright  lights 

must  pay      * 
.  for  a  shining  brilliant  hue. 

******** 


Charlotte  Pennington 
HI  J   I'M  AMY.   CAN  I  ASK  YOU  A  FEW  QUESTION?  . 


Linda  Schweitzer 
STILLNESS  IN  THE  NIGHT 


Stiff  snow  crunches  as  we  walk 
through  the  moonlit  winter.  No  one 
speaks.  We  listen  instead  to  the 
silence  of  the  night  and  we  let  the  still- 
ness comfort  our  minds.  The  tranquil- 
ity is  soothing,  yet  it  tempts  us  to 
disrupt  it.  Disrupt  it  with  our  human 
desires  and  our  eventually  discontent 
hearts. 

"Keep  the  stillness  intact,"  the 
wind  whispers.  The  articulate  breeze 
settles  in  our  minds  as  we  quietly  walk, 
disregarding  thoughts  of  disruption. 


******** 


Have  you  ever  seen  those  people  who    tired  of  these  "rude"  people.  After 
stand  around  in  malls  (in  this  case,       all,  it  was  my  first  night.  How  dare 
Louie  Mall)  and  ask  people  questions?   (You  they  not  give  me  a  chance?! 


can't  miss  them — those  nosy,  pushy  people — 
clipboard  in  hand,  who  practically  jump  on 
you,  usually  when  you  are  in  a  hurry. ) 

Well,  I'm  one  of  those  people.  Oh, 
I'm  not  very  good  at  it — I  just  started 
last  week,  so  I'm  still  a  little  self- 
conscious.  Besides,  I'm  basically  a 
sweet,  shy  person  unless  provoked  (mean- 
ing, unless  I  have  a  quota  to  fill). 


Once  in  a  while  I  did  actually  get 
a  few  "Sorry — I  don't-have-tine-right- 
now"s,  but  even  nice  "wave-off s"  don't 
fill  my  quotas.  So,  when  almost  ready 
to  give  up,  I  decided  to  give  it  one 
more  try.  If  the  guy  says  no — I  quit. 
I  turned  around  to  search  for  a  poten- 
tial respondent. 

He  looked  OK,  was  about  22  or  23, 


Not  very  well  equipped  for  a  job  like  this,  a  nice  dresser  (NOT  too  shabby!)  Emmm! 


It  tak^s  the  more  "outgoing"  person,  I 
think. 

I  found  out  my  very  first  night  that 
if  I  could  actually  get  through  the  whole 
greeting  question,  ("Hi!  Can  I  ask  you  a 
few  questions?")  then  I'd  have  a  good 
chance  of  getting  some  sort  of  response. 
Meaning,  sometimes  potential  respondents 


Really  nice  looking — too  nice!   (When  I 
talk  to  great-looking  guys  I  get  nervous 
I  don't  mind  being  rejected  by  "regular" 
looking  guys,  but  the  good-looking  ones 
I  really  want  to  talk  to  could  shoot 
me  down  and  I'd  feel  terrible!   (Poor 
baby!)  I  didn't  want  to  give  him  a 
chance  to  be  rude,  but  I  couldn't  let 


see  me  a  mile  away.  They  decide  to  not  let  him  pass.   (Quotas,  remember?) 


me  say  one  word  of  my  rehearsed  greeting. 
They  bark,  "No  thanks,"  and  I'm  left 
standing  there,  mouth  agape — (fish  nuch? ) 
Or  sometimes  they  simply  ignore  me,  walk 
way  around  me  or  scurry  by,  checking  their 
watch  every  few  steps  as  if  to  say,  "Boy 
am  I  ever  in  a  hurry  today."   (Hint  Hint) 

My  very  first  day  on  the  job  I  was 
told  to  speak  only  to  adult  males,  ages 


I8-U9.  My  immediate  response — "I  like  this  letter  A. 


He  kept  coming  closer  and  my  mind 
went  blank.   What  do  I  say?  Oh,  yeah — 
"Hi,  can  I  ask  you  a  few  questions?" 
(Oh,  God,  don't  say  no.)  He's  smiling  . 
.  slowing  down  ...  he  stopped.   I 
gul'^sd.   (Oh,  God,  don't  say  yes!) 

"Uh,  I'm  doing  a  survey  on  \ :..'vies. 
First  of  all,  are  you  A.  18-2U,  B.  25- 
3U,  or  .  .  .A?  Good."  I  circled  the 


job  already!"  After  being  briefed  about 
the  questions  I'd  ask,  I  was  ushered  into 
the  mall.   I  stood  in  the  court  between 
Sears,  Herman's,  and  Fannie  Mae's. 

I  walked  up  the  first  20  males  (ages 
I8-U9)  that  I  could  find  and  said  (sweet- 
ly, mind  you),  "Hi,  can  I  ask  you  a  few 
questions?"  I  expected  each  one  of  them 
to  smile  back  and  say  "Yes!   Please  ask 
me  hundreds  of  meaningless  nosy  questions 
that  will  take  up  hours  of  my  precious 
time!"  But  instead,  I  got  a  lot  of  "No'*s. 

After  the  first  20  rejections,  I  was 


Avoiding  his  eyes,  "Anyone  in  your 
household  work  for  the  film  industry? 


Market  Research  Company? 


Ad- 


vertising firm? I!   I  circled  "No"  to  each 
question. 

"Next,^"v  "ft^n  ii  t<m   "»"«tn  th- 
movies?" 

A.  once  a  week 

B.  2-3  times  a  month 

C.  once  a  month 

D.  less  often 

"B?"  Good.   I  p;uess  the  more  movies 
you  see,  the  better  you  qualify  for  the 
survey. 

(continued) 
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Hi,  I'm  Amy 


continued 


"Since  you  qualify,  (It's  about  time 
soneone  did)  I'd  like  to  show  you  an  exam- 
ple of  a  apvie  poster  fron  Mel  Brooks'  new 
film." 

He  novel  closer  and  turned  so  booth 
of  us  faced  the  sane  way.  As  he  stood 
next  to  ne,  his  hair  brushed  against  mine  . 
\  and  I  gulped. 

"OK,  I  thought,  "let's  not  get  carried 
away — he's  good  looking,  but  probably  a 
jerk.   You're  probably  just  overacting  be- 
cause he  actually  stoppgd  for  you." 

I  handed  hin  the  poster  and  told  him 
to  look  it  over  and  take  as  long  as  he 
/needed.   I  cleared  my  throat.   "OK,  uh, 
'  based  on  this  advertisement,  what  do  you 
think  the  movie  would  be  about?"         / 

He  mumbled  a  few  answers  and  I  tried ' 
to  write  then  legibly  on  the  survey.  Af- 
ter each  answer  I  tried  to  make  encour- 
aging remarks  like  "OK!"  or  "Good!"  etc. 
With  all  the  nunbling,  I  couldn't  tell 
if  he  was  shy  or  just  dozy.  / 

Next  question— "What  do  you  think 
you'd  like  about  this  movie?"  Of 
course  he  said,  "I  don't  know."   (As  far  • 
as  my  boss  is  concerned,  there  is  no  such' 
answer.)   So  I  asked,  "What  do  you  think 
,-  you'd  like?"  He.  told  me,  but  I  had  to 
,  ask,  "What  do  you  mean?" 

"What  do  you  mean, 'what  do  you 
mean ' ? "  he  asked . 

"Look,"  I  thought,  "I_  know  what  you 
/  mean,  and  you  know  what  you  mean,  but 
the  research  people  tell  ne  I  have  to 

probe  for  clarity."  But  instead  of 
being  rude,  I  sucked  in  my  breath, 
clenched  my  teeth,  and  decided  to  let 
it  pass.   I'd  "fix"  his  answers  later. 
Besides,  it's  not  his  fault  I'm  having 
a  bad  day.   I  don't  think  he's  deliberate- 
ly giving  me  a  hard  time — besides,  he's 
probably  kind  of  shy  himself — either  that , 
or  he's  just  plain  stuck-up. 

"Never  mind  about  what  you  meant — 
on  to  the  next  question.   What  do  you 
think  you'd  dislike  about  this  movie?" 
As  soon  as  he  opened  his  mouth,  I  knew 
exactly  what  he'd  say:   "I  don't  know." 

Right!  Fix  it  later,  I  thought. 
Jeez!  Just  because  you  dress  nice  doesn't 
mean  you  know  much.   I  think  I'd  be  bet- 
ter off  asking  someone  else.   On  second 
thought,  no  one  else  wanted  to  do  it — 
at  least  you  wanted  to  do  it ! 

"OK,  I'll  read  you  a  list  of  movies- 
tell  me  which  ones  you've  seen." 

A.  Never  Say  Never  Again?   "Yes" 

B.  Blazin-  Saddles?  "No" 

C.  History  of  the  World,  Part  I? 


A.  Definitely  interested 

B.  Probably  interested 

C.  Might  or  might  not  be 

D.  Probably "not,  or 

E.  Definitely  not  interested? 
>D,"  he  said.   "Prob'ly  not." 


>'   You  could  have  fooled 


I  thought, 


(Sarcastic  nuch? )   "OK,  My,  let's  he 
nice.   Only  a  few  more  questions  to 


go?" 


\  t) 


'No' 


National  Lampoon's  Vacation? 


nV-„;' 


'Yes' 

E.  High  Anxiety?   "No" 

F.  The  Producers?  "No" 
and,  G.  Mr.  Mon?  "'Yes'.' 
(naturally,  he  hadn't  seen  any  of  the 

Mel  Brooks  films  I'd  mentioned,  so  why 
would  he  be  interested  in  seeing  this 
one?  I  don't  even  want  to  ask  this  next 
question. ) 

"OK,  just  based  on  this  advertise- 
ment I  gave  you,  how  interested  are  you 
in  seeing  this  movie?" 

-1£ 


"We  only  have  a  few  more  questions 
for  you."   (Thank  God)   "These  are  -er- 
sonal,  but  will  be  kept  confidential." 
(Sp  who  cares  about  you  personally. 
You're  probably  stuck-up  anyway.) 

/  75-rt        «  f  V 

/  Name? 

"Jim  Pierce." 

"Address?"  (You  probably  even  live 
in  Twin  Oaks ! ) 

"1^02  Glenwood"   (Close  enough) 

"Joliet,  IL., "60U35"   (I  couldn't 
have  guessed! ) 

"Phone?"   (As  if  I  care) 

"723-1801"   (Be  c^l,  \my:r) 

I  tried  to  be  funny.   "Height? 
Weight?"   (I  must  have  looked  too  ser- 
ious—he couldn't  tell  if  I  was  kidding 
or  not.)   "Sorry,  I'm  just  kidding." 
I  was  trying  to  .get  in  a  better  mood. 
"Well,  that  should  be  it.   Thank  you 
for  your  time."   (You  probably  have  to 
go  home  tr  wash  the  Mercedes)   "Here's 
your  free  pen  (he's  impressed)  for  going 
through  (Ordeal,  much?)  with  my  survey." 

"Thanks,"  he  said.   "Anytime."   (I 
t  et ) 

I  gathered  up  ny  Mel  Brooks  poster 
^and  turned  to  walk  away.   "Uh,  Amy?" 
' I  turned  around  and  he  coughed  a  little, 
his  eyes  downcast  as  he  shuffled  a  lit- 
tle. 

"I'm  not  too  thrilled  about  talk- 
ing to  strange  girls."  I  gave  him  a 
funny  look. 

"I  mean,  girls  are  always  looking 
at  me  and  everything"  — (Mr.  Modest  Him- 
self!) "and  it  makes  me  kind  of  nervous. 
So  when  I  saw  you  looking  at  me  like  that 
I  almost  avoided  you,  I  get  shy  whori 
girls  even  smile  at  me.   Sorry,  I  don't 

know  too  mach  about  Mel  Brooks  movies 
either.   I  don't  see  many  of  his  films." 

"Many— you  mean  any!"  We  both 
laughed  nervously,  and  I  gave  him  a 
Ha-ha-just-kidding  look.  He's  not  so  bad 
after  all,  I  guess. 

Avoiding  my.  eyes,  he  stared  at  my 
name  tag.   "You  know,  most  girls  think 
I'm  kind  of  stuck  up!"  I  just  stared 
at  him.   "You  know  what  I  mean?"  Boy 
did  I  feel  rotten.   "Yeah,  I  think  so," 
I  said  quietly. 

"I'll  be  honest  with  you,  uh,  Jim, 
right?  I'm  not  the  most  ^elf-confident 
person  in  the  world— especially  about 
my  looks.   So  when  I  see  a  nice-looking 
guy,  I  usually  let  him  say  hi  first. 
If  he  doesn't  ad  ignores  me,  then  no 
loss!"'  I  laughed,  "Luckily,  I  have  to 
make  the  first  move  tonight!  ...  ah, 
you  know  what  I  mean?" 

We  both  relaxed  and  smiled. 

"Look,  Amy 3  can  I  rive  you  a  call 
sometime?"   (BINGO,  I  thought)  then  I 


(( 
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Hi,  I'm  Amy,  continued 

said,  "Uh,  sure— I  already  have  your  num- 
ber.  But  I  d»n't  have  any  scrap  paper-- 
just  surveys.   Oh,  wait  a  minute — here." 
I  slid  the  paper  name  tag  from  be- 


tween its  clear  plastic  holder  still 
pinned  to  my  sweater.  On  one  side  in 
big  bold  letters,  the  name  AMY. 

On  the  other  side,  I  carefully 
penned  727-0386. 


&******** 


Charlotte  Pennington 
LINES 


Charlotte  Pennington 
WAY  WITH  WORDS 


In  the  palm  of  every  hand 
swirling  prints  drawn  into  sand, 
with  sticks  of  driftwood 
(by  a  child) 

gone  crazy  or  at  least  half  wild 
and  with  his  driftwood  does  a  trick 
and  rides  it  like  a  pogo  stick 
He  makes  his  prints  upon  my  hand 
these  lines  like-  swirls  drawn 
in  the  sand. 

******** 

Linda  Schweitzer 
LIPSTICK  SMILE 


I  softly  whisper  in  your  ear 
the  breath  of  life  you  need 
to  chill  your  flesh  and  bones 
as  deep  as  winter  snow  when  freed 
skies  and  heavens  bursting  forth 
quaint  flakes  of  snow-white  mud 
that  stick  and  farm  a  snowman 
complete  with  flesh  and  blood. 

I  softly  whisper  in  your  ear 
three  words  that  vaporize 
those  packed-tight  mounds  of  flesh 
that  seem  t»  melt  before  my  eyes. 

******** 


As  I  was  sifting  through  some  old 
boxes  of  memories  the  other  day,  I  found 
some  old  snapshots  of  some  friends  and 
myself  at  a  school  picnic.   It  was  an 
active  day.   I  remember  all  the  fun  we  had. 

I  looked  at  it  more  closely  and 
regretted  to  admit  how  much  thinner  I 
was  then.  My  hair  was  long  and  always 
put  back  in  braids.  My  face  had  no 
smile,  just  a  sad  expression. 

I  was  walking  down  the  street  the 
other  day  and  I  happened  to  catch  a 
glimpse  of  my  reflection  in  a  store  win- 
dow.  I  saw  sadness  carved  in  my  face 
like  stone.   The  expression  wasn't  angry, 
just  vacant  and  without  a  smile.   So  when 
I  got  home,  I  quickly  rushed  to  a  mirror 
and  studied  the  Mt.  Rushmore  head  on  my 
shoulders.   The  face  I  saw  was,  again, 
sad  and  vacant.   I  shrugged  it  off  and 
reasoned  it  was  just  an  off  day. 

I  was  having  lunch  with  some  girl- 
friends the  other  day,  as  we  do  every 
Wednesday.   As  we  were  laughing  and  jo- 
king about  girlish  things,  someone  re- 
marked about  my  sad  expression.   I  did'nt 
comment.   I  just  picked  up  my  fork  and 
fiddle^  with  my  tossed  salad. 

When  I  got  home  that  day,  I  debated 
on  whether  or  not  I  should  glance  in  a 
mirror,  my  new  enemy.   Curiosity  got  the 
best  of  me,  so  I  hurried  over  to  my 
make-up  mirror  and  scrutinized  my  face. 
I  slowly  brought  my  hands  to  my  empty 
face  and  poked  at  my  relaxed  lips.   No- 
thing happened. 

I  opened  my  make-up  pouch  and  search- 
ed for  a  tube  of  red  lipstick.   Finding 


Judy  Belfield 


CARICATURE 


Phrases : 

Waked  from  2  to  it  and  7  to  9, 
Friday  and  Saturday  only — 
No  flowers  please. 

The  guests  arrived, 

signed  the  register. 

"Doesn't  look  a  thing  like  him- 

his  hair's  all  wr^ng": 

one  mourner,  tearless. 

The  corpse, 

waxy-faced 

inadequate  simulation 

of  something  that  was — 

one  might  argue 
image  and  reality, 
the  face  and  the  mirror, 
forever  .  .  . 

******** 


two  red  ones,  I  conT',r~A  the  two  simi- 
lar shades  and  put  the  other  one  back, 
I  then  drew  on  a  smile  with  "Rqqebud 
Red"  just  to  see  what  it  would  look 
like. 


******** 
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Judy  Belfield 
RENDEZVOUS 


Brian  Carlson 
FILM  ILLUSION 


Skull  and  bones 

held  together 

by  yellowing  flesh. 

Her  face  tells  tales 

of  midnight  embraces 

with  the  Saboteur — 

traces  of  his  touch 

lurk  in  the  deep  shadows 

under  her  eyes. 

She  finishes  another  beer, 

pops  open  a  new  one 

throuws  back  her  head, 

and  laughs  that  Tallulah  laugh — 

it  echoes  through  an  empty  house. 

She  lights  her  fifty-third  cigarette 

of  the  day, 
lounges  on  a  loveseat, 
watches  the  walls. 
He  tiptoes  into  the  room, 
sits  down  beside  her- — 
perhaps  tonight 
they  will  lie  together  at  last. 

******** 


Daughter  of  the  Sphinx 

denure,  sapphire  look 

padding  softly,  carnally  liltir  - 

Naked,  dustlike,  in  the  museum  of  the 
ages .   Stonehenge . 

One  glance. 

gone. 

Pulse  sustained 

blissful  limbo 

Angels  of  labyrinthine  steel 

sweep  over  coastal  inlets 

orchestrating  slight  reprise  to  a  pla- 
net 

Approaching 

their"  thirst  for  return  will  not  be 
satisfied 

Sonn-^mbulant  'iystics  and  alchemists 

try  to  tap  into,  harness,  these  worlds, 

their  energies , 

in  vain. 


******** 


Brian  Carlson 
NIGHT  WINDOW 


A  fresco  tone  colored 

neon  sunset,  quarter  moon 

out  from  the  bowels  of  the  house  of 

knowledge 

Astral  journeys  and  suicide 
jump  out 

Street  life  beneath 
Midnight  movie 

******** 


Linda  Schweitzer 


WE'LL  SNUGGLE  TOGETHER 


Crawl  in  bed  with  me.  Don't  get 
me  wrong — this  is  no  invitation  to  ful- 
fill your  lustful  fantasies  or  weekly 
goal.  Just  come  on  in  and  we'll  snuggle 
together  under  my  goose-feather  blanket. 
We  will  keep  warm  and  toasty,  as  the 
brown  and  green  earth  turns  white  abound 
us. 

There  will  be  no  promises  or  feel- 
ings of  guilt.  No  respect  will  be  lost 
or  anything  else  you  may  be  thinking  of. 

In  the  morning  you  may  go  with  no- 
thing more  than  a  good  night's  sleep  and 
warm  feet. 


Judy  Belfield 
WALK-UP 


Gray  room  square 

single  bed 

small  table 

chairs. 

Dim  bulb  one 

dusk 

screen  door,  black-painted— 

keep  out  the  worl^. 

Soap-splattered,  rust-stained  sink 

cracked  mirror 

and  linoleum  floor 

with  walked-dead  pattern. 

An  animal 

in  a  familiar  cage, 

bristles  on  his  chin, 

emptiness  in  his  eyes — 

an  ancient  rage 

curled  up  like  a  fat  cast-iron  cat 

cooling  on  his  heart. 

******** 


******** 
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Debbie  Morris 
FORBIDDEN 


Anneta  J.  Drilling 
MINE  FOR  YOU 


Secrets  whispered  when  noone's  around 
Saying  I  love  you  without  a  sound 
Hidden  embraces 
Warn  tender  night 
Two  searching  faces 
Lustful  delight 

Needing  each  other,  no  one  must  know 
Sneaking  and  lying,  no  place  to  go 
Being  together 
Knowing  you  care 
Always  yet  never 
A  love  felt  so  r^.re 

Holding  each  other  into  the  night 
Saying  goodbye  before  it  gets  light 
You  back  to  your  world 
I'n  left  alone  ■ 
Starting  your  new  life 
Yet  always  to  roan. 

******** 

Linda  Schweitzer 
THREE  "LITTLE"  WORDS 


The  night  was  alnost  over  and  still 
he  hadn't  said  it. 
-  I  thought  I ' d  hear  it  when  he  winked 
at  me  as  we  held  hands  under  the  ta- 
ble.  But  the  romantic  moment  faded 
N  fast  and  I  knew  my  patience  would 
have  to  last  a  little  longer. 
I  thought  he'd  say  it  when  he  kissed  my 
neck  and  said  I  smelled  so  sweet.   But 
the  sweetness  was  not  enough  as  I  sat 
in  secret  disappointment. 
I  thought  I'd  hear  it  when  he  walked 
ne  to  the  door  and  the  moon  smiled  down 
on  us.   But  I  guess  the  mC~iK.it  wasn't 
right,  or  maybe  I  wasn't. 

******** 

Brian  Carlson 
SPECTACLE 


The  mountains,  the  forests,  the 
wavering  prairies  are  mine.  They  speak 
to  me,  and  I  understand  them.  They 
belong  to  ne.  They  are  my  children. 

The  plush  green  meadows  and  the 
twisting  seas  are  also  mine.  The;/  give 
me  peace,  and  in  turn  I  love  them. 
They  are  my  serenity. 

The  falling  rain,  the  steaming  sun. 
and  the  fluffy  clouds  are  mine  too. 
They  listen  to  me  and  I  tell  them  sto- 
ries.  They  belong  to  me.  They  are 
ny  slaves. 

The  world  is  mine  and  yet  it  is 
yours  too,  because  you  are  part  of  me. 
And  as  we  are  one,  the  world  is  ours 
to  share. 

******** 

Lynette  Fields 
HAPPY  SOUNDS 


Your  impish  grins  warm  my  heart, 
squeaky  "good  morning  mama"  is  a  de- 
lightful beginning  to  an  otherwise 
dreary  day. 

You  thought  I  was  sleeping  when 
with  uncertain  steps,  you  tiptoed  into 
my  room.   "Ya  sleep  mama?"  you  asked. 
And  when  I  didn't  respond,  you  opened 
one  of  my  eyes  with  your  chubby  little 
finger . 

"Ya  sleep?"  you  asked  again  as  you 
pressed  your  face  close  to  mine.   ,,rTot 
ya!"  I  yelled.   "What's  for  breakfast, 
mama?"  you  asked  between  shrieks  and 
shrills  of  laughter.   "Rattl-snake 
tails,  fried  bat  wings,  and  pickeled 
eye  of  newt,"  I  said. 

"Yucccch!"  you  said  lazily.   "We 
had  sthat  stuff  yesterday." 

I  laughed  at  you.   You  laughed  at 
me,  and  the  happy  sounds  of  our  laugh- 
ter dissipated  into  the  warmth  of  the 
room. 

******** 


Spectacle. 

The  dimly  lit  afternoon 

Passing  through  pale  faded  curtains 

extinct  rooms 

and  missing  caverns; 

Absently  splashing  the  mind's  eyes 
in  endless  multicolored  hysteria. 

******** 


Charlotte  Penninctcn 


STAY 


I  know  I'll  find  your  love  again 

(in  a  forgotten  time  and  ■olace?) 

And  when  I  finally  neet  with  you 

no  steps  will  be  retraced 

You'll  stay  until  we  meet  the  morn, 

with  warn  light  in  our  eyes 

It  basks  our  bodies  and  our  hearts 

and  burns  away  old  lies . 

You'll  stay  until  the  candle  dies 

(Unlike  the  love  we  cherish) 

We'll  stare  into  each  others'  eyes 

and  pray  the  flame  won't  perish. 
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******** 


Anita  Rutkowski 
INDENTURED 


Chapter  I. 

Her  body  jerked  to  an  upright  position- 
She  gasped  for  air  as  her  eyes  searched 
her  bedroom.   Closet,  dresser,  window,  the 
floor  on  either  side  of  her  bed;  every- 
thing was  the  way  she  had  left  it  before 
she  went  to  bed.   She  drew  her  knees  to  her 
chest  and  laid  her  head  in  her  hands.  Her 
body  gave  a  sudden  shudder,  partly  from 
the  dream,  partly  from  the  shock  of  the 
cool  room  temperature.  Her  forehead  and 
back  perspired  freely. 

She  slowly  sank  back  onto  her  bed,  the 
water  bouncing  her  up  and  down  gently.   She 
pulled  the  comforter  tightly  about  her 
neck  and  tried  to  close  her  eyes,  but  Khey 
wouldn't  stay  shut.  They  wanted  to  dart 
about,  to  continue  an  investigation  of  the 
room.  Her  breathing  began  to  return  to  nor- 
mal and  she  tried  to  shut  her  eyes  again. 
A  flash  of  her  dream  appeared.  What  was 
it?  She  could  remember  nothing  of  the 
dream  itself,  just  the  feeling  it  left;  a 
feeling  of  fright,  and  yet  something  else, 
something  subtle.   Desire?  At  least  some- 
thing close  to  it.   She  took  another  look 
around  the  room  ...  it  was  just  a  dream. 
She  rolled  onto  her  stomach  and  rearranged 
the  comforter  around  her  neck.   She  drift- 
ed, of  f  to  a  sound  sleep,  not  to  awaken 
•^gam  until  her  alarm  sounded  at  seven  a.m. 

/  Chapter  II 

Her  hand  reached  for  the  television 
. switch.   "Good  Morning  America"  appeared 
~n  the  screen  as  she  grabbed  a  hot  roller 
and  started  setting  her  hair.  Dennis 
Quaid  was  plugging  his  new  movie,  All  The 
Bight  Stuff.  When  she  finished,  she  went 
"into  the  kitchen,  where  her  mother  was  wat- 
ching the  same  show. 
V     "Isn't  Dennis  Quaid  something  else, 
'  Mom?" 

"He's  gorgeous." 

"He's  exactly  what  Dave  used  to  look 
like ,  only  older . " 

"Uh  huh.   Too  bad  looks  is  all  they 
have  in  common." 

"Mother!  Dave  was  such  a  sweet- 
heart, how  could  you  not  like  him?" 

"Kathlee--,  Dave  was  sweet,  but  he 
was  a  bum.  You  can  do  better  than  him. 
And  the  same  .goes  for  Brian.  Looks  aren't 
everything,  you  know;  try  finding  a  guy 
with  a  good  future  in  front  of  him." 

"I'm  not  twenty-one  yet,  what  do  I 
-i-M  with  a  guy  that  has  a  good  future? 
I'll  stick  with  the  gorgeous,  muscular 
bums . " 

"Remember  you  said  that  when  you  come 
crying  to  me  about  these  hunks,  after 
they  break  your  heart." 

"I  won't  come  crying  to  you,  Mother. 
W«H,  I  gotta  go,  I've  got  a  psychology 
tast  I  want  to  study  for.   I'll  be  home 
around  three-thirty." 
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She  bent  to  kiss  her  dog3  goodbye, 
then  -closed  the  door  behind  hsr. 

Chapter  III. 

Kathy  got  in  her  car  and  stcrti-d 
down  the  street.   She  glanced  at  her 
neighbor's  yard  and  noticed  the  whole 
family  huddled  in  the  middle  of  the 
lawn.   She  pulled  into  the  driveway 
and  walked  over  to  them. 

"Hi,  Uncle  Chuck,  Auntie  Carol. 
Is  anything  wrong?" 

"Kathy,  have  you  seen  any  wild 
animals  around  here?  Maybe  a  fox,  or 
something  like  that?" 

"No,  Uncle  Chuck.   OH  MY  GOD!" 
She  put  her  hand  on  his  arm  for  support. 
On  the  ground  lay  their  dog,  a  once- 
beautiful  samoyed,  ripped  to  shreds. 
Its  fur  tumbled  across  the  lawn. 

"There  were  some  raccoons  around 
here  a  few  weeks  ago,  and  that  horned 
owl  lives  in  the  tree  in  the  woods 
behind  my  house.  Do  you  think  tlfe 
could  have  done  it?" 

"I  don't  know,  Kath.  Just  in  case, 
make  sure  you  keep  your  dogs  inside. 
I'll  have  Carol  call  your  mom  and  warn 
her." 

"Chuck,  naybe  it  was  a  person. 
There's  barely  any  blood  here.  Do  you 
think  someone  could  have  killed  him  some- 
where else  and  brought  him  back  here?" 

"I  suppose  anything* s  possible, 
Carol.   If  it  was,  it  was  probably 
some  crazv  kids  on  drugs." 

"Dal,  you  ALWAYS  blame  things  on 
crazy  kids  on  drugs!  How  do  you  know 
it  wasn't  a  crazy  middle-aged  man  on 
drugs?" 

"Not  now,  Michael!  Why  don't  you 
help  me  dig  a  hole  out  back?  The  poor 
little  guy.  That  was  the  best  dog  I've 
ever  had  thoughout  my  whole  life.   To 
be  killed  ijike  that  ...  he  just  didn't 
deserve  to  go  like  that." 


Chapter  IV. 


Kathy,  on  her  way  once  again  to 
school,  kept  picturing  the  ravaged 
dog.  Her  hands  trembled  on  the  steer- 
ing whe-1.   Suddenly,  a  flash  from  her 
dream  entered  her  mind  .  .  .  there  was 
blood  in  it.   Blood  splattered  every- 
where.  She  shook  her  head,  as  if  try- 
ing to  dislodge  the  scene  from  her 
dream.   Her  eyes  filled  with  tears  as 
she  tried  to  concentrate  on  just  her  dri- 
ving.  Several  minutes  later,  she  r.-rr- 
ived  at  school,  her  composure  starting 
to  reappear. 

"Hey,  Kathy!  Wait  up!" 

"Oh,  hi,  Mimi.   How're  you  doing?" 

"All  right.  There's  a  party  tonight 

(continued) 


Indentured,  continued 


■ 


\ 


at  Paul's  house.  THere's  gonna  be  sone 
cute  .     there." 

"I'll  be  there.  Do  you  want  ne  to 
pick  you  up,  or  are  you  going  with  Ken?" 

"I'm  going  with  Ken  .  .  .  but  who  knows 
who  I'll  leave  with?" 

"Oh,  Mini.  You  and  Ken  are  gonna  be 
together  forever." 

"I  know,  I  know.   I  was  just  joking. 
We'll  probably  get  there  around  nine-thir- 
ty." 

"I  get  off  of  work  around  eight-thirty, 
so  I'll  probably  get  there  around  that 
tine. too.  Well,  I've  got  a  test  in  ten 
ninutes,  so  I'll  see  you  tonight  at  the 
party.  Bye,  Mini." 

"Bye,  Kathy.  Hey!  You  be  good  to- 
night .  .  .  and  I  don't  want  to  see  you 
with  just  any  guy.  You  find  one  you  can 
fall  in  love  with." 

"Why  would  I  want  to  do  that?" 

"Just  try  it."  You  night  like  it." 

"Sure,  Mini.  Bye." 


Chapter  V. 


"It's  two  in  the  afternoon,  Linda. 
Do  you  think  that  daughter  of  ours  is 
going  to  get  up  before  sunset?" 

"I  was  thinking  about  waiting  her  up 
soon.  I  heard  her  cone  in  around  five  in 
the  norning . " 

"Must  have  been  some  party.   I  wonder 
what  they  do  at  these  things?" 

"Jin,  I  don't  think  we  want  to  know." 

"Don't  want  to  know  what,  Mon?" 

"Oh,  Kathleen,  we  were  just  talking 
about  waking  you  up.'1         ... 

"How  could  I  sleep  with  that  dog  lick- 
ing ny  face?" 

"Speaking  of  dogs',  I  heard  you  saw 
Chuck  and  Carol's  yesterday." 

"Oh,  Dad,  it  was  terrible!   He  was 
just  ripped  into  pieces.   Fron  working  at 
the  animal  hospital,  I've  seen  a  lot  of 
disgusting  things,  but  that  was  the 
worst. " 

"Well ,  we ' II  be  walking  Holly  and 
Brandy  in  the  front  yard  for  a  while. 
Chuck  and  I  are  going  into . the  woods  to- 
norrew  to  shoot  those  raccoons." 

"Carol  still  thinks  that  it  was  a 
person  that  did  it." 

"No,  I  don't  think  so  Linda.   Fron 
the  way  Chuck  described  it  to  ne,  it 
sounds  like  the  work  of  a  raccoon." 

"How  do  you  explain  the  fact  that 
there  was  barely  any  blood." 

"Yeah,  Dad.   There  was  no  trail  of 
blood  leading  to  where  he  was  at ,  and 
there  were  only  snail  stains  around  hin." 

"Well,  then  Chuck  and  I  are  going  to 
have  to  go  shoot  sone  crazy  person  tomor- 


row. 


Dad?" 


:,Jin,  that's  not  funny." 

"I  know  it's  not,  Lin." 

"CoUld  we  please  change  the  subject 


■ 


"Sure,  Kath  .  .  .  you  want  to  tell 
us  about  your  r>arty  that  lasted  till 
five  in'the  norning?" 

"Not  really  .  .  .  No!   Yes  I  do! 
I  net  a  guy . " 

"Brace  yourself,  Jin.   She  nay  be 
about  to  tell  us  about  our  future  son- 
in-law.   So,  Kathleen,  is  he  studying 
to  be  a  doctor  or  a  lawyer?" 

"Don't  get  sarcastic,  Mother. 
I  don't  even  know  if  he's  in  school,  but 

15  ft  • 

he ' s  gorgeous . 

"Better  than  Dennis  Quaid?" 

"Better  than  Dennis  Quaid,  Dave 
and  Brian  put  together." 
/   "Sounds  serious,  Lin." 
/   "He's  got  dark  hair,  dark  eyes, 
-'he's  about  six-foot-two,  and  he  has  a 
perfect  body.  Muscles  in  all  the  right 
places." 

"Kathleen!" 

"You  know  what  I  nean,  Mon.   Any- 
how, he  asked  where  I  lived,  and  he  tool, 
ny  phone  nunber." 

"Is  he  just  a  nass  of  muscles,  or 
is  he  a  sweetheart,  too?" 

"He's  just  all-around  incredible. 
He's  such  a  gentlenan.  He  walke  1  ne  to 
ny  car,  opened  the  door  for  no,  he  was 
so  polite  ...  he  didn't  even  swear 
in  front  of  ne.  And  best  of  allv  he 
told  ne  I  was  beautiful  and  that  I 
have  great  eyes . " 

"So  nuch  for  Brian." 

"Brian  who,  Dad?" 

"Well,  sweetheart,  I  hope  it  works 
out  with  this  one.   You  seen  pretty 
excited  about  .  .  .  Kath,  you  didn't 
tell  us  his  name." 

"Oh,   I  knew  I  was  forgetting  sone- 
thing.      It's  Robert.      Isn't  that    lieavei 
ly?" 

"Positively  dreany.  When  do  we 
neet  Mr.  Incredible?" 

"Soon,  I  hope.   Oh  no!   What  if 
he  calls  while  I'n  out  tonight  Mon  ? 

"He'll  just  have  to  try  again  to- 
morrow. Where 're  you  going  tonight?" 

"To  the  novies  with  Mini.   I  shoul 
be  hone  pretty  early . " 

"What ' s  early  to  you?  Three  in 
the  norning?" 

"No,  Dad.   I'll  be  in  around  mid- 
night'.  Make  sure  you  tell  Robert,  if 
he  calls  while  I'n  out,  that  is  t- 
call  ne  tomorrow.   I'll  be  hone  all 
day." 

"I'll  tell  hin." 

"Okay.   Well,  I'n  gonna  re  take  a 
bath." 

Chapter  VI. 

Kathy  leaned  back  in  the  steany 
tub  and  closed  her  eyes.   She  pictured 
Robert.   He  was  fantastic.   In  fact, 
he  was  too  aood  to  be  true.   His  eyes, 

(continue! ) 
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Indentured,  continued 


what  color  vere  they?  Dark  .  .  .  brown, 
naybe?  Incredible,  anyhow,   ^sterious. 
That  scene  from  her  drean  suddenly  flash- 
ed in  hter  nind  again.  Her  eyes  flew 
open  and  she  checked  to  see  if  she  was 
alone  in  the  roon  ...  of  course  she  was. 
She  let  the  water  drain  out  and  quickly 
toweled  off.  That  damn  drean  nade  her 
so  nervous.   What  was  it  about?  She  had 
that  sane  flash  just  before  she  went  in- 
to the  party  the  night  before.  "It  was 
only  a  drean,  Kath,  don't  let  it  freak 
yourself  out,"  she  said  aloud.  Then  to 

erself ,  "If  I'm  gonna  have  a  drean 
flashback,  why  can't  it  be  fron  the  one 
I  had  last  night?"  Robert  was  in  it.  He 
seduced  her  on  her  waterbed  while  every- 
one in  the  house  was  sleeping.   "NOw  that's 
the  ki^-d  of  drean  I  like." 

Chapter  VII. 

Kathy  was  hone  fron  the  T'->vios  by 
twelve-thirty.  She  went  into  the  kitchen 
and  found  a  nessage  addressed  to  her  on 
the  table  .  .  . 

Kathleen, 

Robert  the  Incredible 
called.  Will  call  you 
tonorrow. 

Pleasant  Dreams, 
Love,  Mom 


Kathy  grinned  fron  ear  to  ear  as  she 
crawled  ont  the  waterbed.   She  turned  up 
the  heater  and  snuggled  into  the  con- 
forter.   She  pictured  Robert  kissing  her 
goodnight  the  night  before  ...  he  was 
e^good  kisser,  hard  but  not  sloppy.   It 
was  perfect.   No,  it  was  positively 
passionate.   She'd  not  been  able  to  get 
hi?n  off  her  nind  all  night  long;  she 
barely  even  renenbered  the  plot  of  the 
movie.   She  could  practically  feel  hin 
next  to  her.   "I'm  obsessed,"  she  whis- 
kered.  She  closed  her  eyes  and  drifted 
off  to  sleep. 

Chapter  VIII. 

"Kathleen  .  .  .  Kathleen." 

"Mann  .  .  .  Robert?!" 

"Hellow  ny  beautiful." 

"What  are  you  do  ...  . "  Her  eyes 
searched  the  roon;  it  was  her  own  bed- 
roon.   "Robert  what  are  you  doing  here? 
How  did  you  get  in?" 

/   7TThat  doesn't  natter."  He  reached 
put  and  gently  ran  his  fingertips  across 
her  jawline.   "What  natters  is  that  we're 
together.  Together  always." 

"But  ..." 

"No  buts,  ny  darling."  He  stroked 
back  her  hair  and  kissed  her;  kissed 
her  passionately. 

"Robert,  I  don't  understand  what's 
happening . " 

"We're  .aeant  to  be  together,  Kath- 
leen, that's  all  you  need  to  know.  That, 
and  that  I  love  you*"  He  looked  deep 


into  her  eyes.   "And  that  I'll  always 
be  with  you."  He  bent  slightly,  as  if 
to  kiss  her  neck. 

"Robert,  stop.   I'n  scared. 
You've  got  to  tell  ne  how  you  r-   t  in 
here." 

"I'm  a  ronanticist;  I  came  ..." 
through  the  window.  And      be  scar- 
ed, ny  beautiful  Kathleen.   I  could 
never  hurt  you." 

He  sniled  and  gazed  into  hsr  eyes. 
He  caressed  her  shoulder,  then  let  his 
hand  follow  the  contours  of  her  " —dy. 
She  pulled  hin  closer  .and  slov: jj   ;.n- 
buttoned  her  shirt.   She  ran  her  fin- 
gers across  his  chest  and  they  kissed. 
He  looked  into  her  eyes  once  a-  in, 
this  tine  saying  nothing. 

"I  want  you,  Robert.   I  want  us  to 
be  together.  Together  always." 

He  sniled  boyishly,  reached  down 
and  slid  her  satin-li^5  nightgown  up. 
She  kissed  his  shoulder,  then  his 
neck.  Passion  and  desire  filled  then 
.  .  .  together  at  last. 

Chapter  IX. 

Her  body  jerked  to  an  upright 
position.   She  gasped  for  air  as  her 
eyes  searched  her  bedroon.   Closet, 
dresser,  window,  floor;  everything  was 
the  way  she  had  left  it  before  she  went 
to  bed.   She  wanted  to  cry  out  for  her 
non,  but  no,  she  was  too  old  for  that. 
It  was  the  sane  dream.  The  dream  with 
the  blood.  But  what  else?  She  had  to 
stop  blocking  it  out.  Her  eyes  explor- 
ed the  roon  again.   She  laid  back 
down  and  stared  at  the  ceiling,  trying 
to  concentrate  on  the  drean.   It  had 
started  with  Robert.  Just  like  the  one 
fron  the  night  before  when  he  had  se- 
duced her.  Then,  all  of  a  sudden, 
everything  changed  and  then  her  recol- 
lection went  blank.  Except  for:  the 
blood;  the  blood  that  was  everywhere. 
She  was  afraid  to  go  back  to  sleep, 
afraid  of  having  that  drean  again-,  yet 
she  was  so  tired,  almost  weak.   She 
shut  her  eyes  and  thought  of  Robert. 
He  would  be  calling  her  in  a  natter  of 
hours.   She  hoped  he'd  ask  her  but. 
What  would  they  talk  about  "n  the  phone' 
She  rolled  over,  pulled  the  confc'rte'r 
around  her  neck  and  fell  asleep. 

Chapter  X. 

"Kathleen !  Telephone ! " 

"I've  got  it  upstairs,  Dad;  you 
can  hang  it  up  now!  Hello?" 

"Hi,  sweetheart,  this  is  Robert." 

"Oh,  hi  Robert.   How  ars  Vbtf?  ! 

"I'n  fine.   How  was  last  night?" 

"last  .  .  .  night?" 

"Yeah,  your  non  said  you  went  to 
the  movies. " 

"0!  That  .  .  .  yeah,  it  w  ■  .ice. 
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Indentured,  continued 


Really  nice." 

"That's  good.   I  niss  you  Kathy.   I 
had  a  lot  of  fun  at  that  party." 

f'I  did  too,  Robert.   I  haven't  been 
able  to  get  you  "off  of  ay  mind." 

"I'd  like  to  see  you  again,  Kathy. 
Soon." 

"Anytime  you'd  like,  Robert.  Unnn, 
I  have  tomorrow  night  off." 

"That's  grest.  Pick  you  up  around 
seven?" 

"Sure." 

"I  can't  wait  till  we  can  be  togeth- 
er again,  Kath.  You're  really  something 
else.  Goodnight,  sweetheart;  you  have 
nice  evening." 

"Goodnight,  Robert.   I  hope  you  have 
a  nice  evening  too." 


Chapter  XI. 

"I'm  going  to  bed  now! 
Wight,  Dad!" 


Night,  Mom. 


"Hey  Kath,  come  down  here  for  a 
minute!" 

"Yeah,  Dad?" 

"Make  sure  you  only  walk  Holly  and 
Brandy  tomorrow.   You  know  another  dog 
was  killed  last  night  didn't  you?" 

"Mom  told  me  while  you  and  Uncle 
Chuck  were  out  shooting  raccoons." 

"yeah,  well  just  in  case  we  didn't 
get  the  culprits,  be  extra  careful  with 
the  dogs  for  a  while,  okay?  Night, 
sweetheart . " 

Kathy  crawled  under  the  covers  and 
grabbed  the  teddy  bear  that  was  in  the 
chair  beside  her  bed.   She  held  him  close 
to  her  .  .  . 

"Kathleen  .  .  .  Kathleen." 
"Mmm  .  .  .  Robert?!" 
"You  look  even  more  b^utiful  t§~ 
night . " 

"Oh,  I'm  having  that  dream  again. 
L  don't  mind  this  part  of  it,  but  I  hope 
I  wake  up  before  the  bad  part  comes." 
"It's  no  dream,  Kathleen.  You're 
v awake,  and  I'm  here,  just  like  I've  been 
here  the  past  three  nights." 

I      "But  I  didn't  even  know  you  three 
nights  ago." 

"But  I  knew  you.  I've  had  my  eyes 
on  you  for  a  while  now." 

"Now  I  know  I'm  dreaming.   I'd  really 
like  to  wake  up  now. " 

"Kathleen,  my  love,  this  is  real." 
He  iput  her  face  in  his  hands  and  looked 
in  her  eyes.   "Believe  me  that  it  is." 

"No!   No,  I  don't  want  to!   I  want 
to  wake  up!   I'm  going  to  call  out  to  my 
mora,  she'll  wake  me  up!" 

"Go  ahead,  call  out  to  her.   She 
worn't  hear  you." 

t  Kathy  tried  tc  call  out,  but  no 
sounds  could  escape  from  her  throat. 
Shi  looked  at  him,  terror-stricken. 

"Don't  be  scared,  sweetheart,  don't 
be  .'  scared. " 
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"The  blood  .  .  .  a-  a-  and  the 
and  the  dogs.   You  have  something  to 
do  with  them,  don't  you?" 

"You  know  all  the  answers  .  .  . 
search  your  mind,  stop  blocking  things 
out.  It's  not  good  for  you." 

"No.   No,  I  don't  know!  And  I 
don't  want  to  either!" 

"Well,  I'll  tell  you  anyhow.  You 
must  accept  it.   The  sooner  you  do, 
the  better  it'll  be  for  the  both  of 
us.   Then  we  can  be  together.  Always." 

"I  won't  listen  to  anymore!  I 
don't  want  to  be  with  you  .  .  .  never 
again ! " 

"You  will!  You  will.  After  to- 
night, you'll  do  what  I  say,  whether 
you  want  to  or  not.  You  can't  ro 
against  my  sishes;  your  voice  wont' 
sound  out,  your  body  won't  move  when 
you  try  to  defy  me." 

"That's  impossible!" 
"Then  why  couldn't  you  call  out 
to  your  mother?" 

"What  are  you?  How  can  you  have 
this  power?" 


"I 


m  a  vampire.   You  know  that. 


You've  had  my  kiss  of  love.  Now  let 
us  make  love  again,  so  that  I  can 
give  you  your,  shall  I  say,  final  ini- 
tiation!" He  bent  to  kiss  her. 

"No!"  She  grabbed  the  teddy  bear 
from  beside  her  and  hel""1-  it  bet'  en 
his  face  and  hers.  He  snatched  it 
away  and  ripped  off  its  head,  then  he 
threw  the  head  and  bo",-Y  across  the 
room.  They  hit  the  closet  doer  with 
a  hollow  thud. 

''Kathleen,  stop  fighting  me!  Be 
mine .  Always  mine . " 

She  sprang  off  the  bed,  creating 
huge  waves  of  water  that  bounced  Ro- 
bert from  side  to  side  violently. . 

"Stop!  Come  back  here!  You  can't 
defy  me,  Kathleen,  you  can't.   Come 
to  me." 

"No!   No!   You  don't  have  me 
all  the  way  yet  .  .  .  you'll  never 
me!   I'm  strong,  stronger  than  you 
think!" 

But  she  was  weakening,  it  was 
if  everything  was  in  slow  motion. 
The  door  was  but  a  few  feet   iways 
it  seemed  like  she  ran  for  minute 
gained  no  ground. 

"Be  mine,  Kathleen,  be  mine. 


have 


as 

yet 

and 


love  you. 
n-3ke  love, 


Weill  be  tc  "ether.   We'll 


"Nol" 

"I  am  your  DESIRE!" 

"I  hate  you!   Stop!"  With  a 
sudden  burst  of  energy,  she  finally 
reached  the  door.   She  opened  it  and 
ran  into  her  parents'  roon.   "Monl 
Mom,  help  me!" 

"Kathleen,  sweetheart,  what's 
the  matter?" 

She  knelt  beside  the  bed. 

(continued) 


Indentured,  continued 

"Robert!  He's  in  ny  room!  He's  a 
vampire!  He  wants  me  to  be  one  too! 
Make  Daddy  kill  him  for  me,  Mori!" 

"Cairn  down,  Kath,  calm  down.   A  vam- 
pire you  say?  Well,  that's  great!   You 
finally  picked  one  with  ^a  decent  future 
in  front  of  him."  She  reached  out  her 
hand  and  stroked  back  Kathy's  hair. 
S".:a:  smiled  at  her  daughter.   Kathy 
pulled  away,  feeling  faint. 

"You  .  .  '.  you're  .  .  .  you're  .  .  , 
a  vampire  too.   I  saw  your  fangs  when 
you  smiled ! " 

"Go  back  to  Robert,  honey.   He's 
waiting  for  you." 


Chapter  XII. 

Her  body  Jerked  to  an  upright 
position.   She  gasped  for  air  as  her 
eyes  searched  her  bedroom.  The  floor 
on  either  side  of  her  bed,  the"  win- 
dow, her  dresser,  the  closet,  the  KM 
torn-apart  teddy  bear  lying  or  th£ 
floor  against  the  closet  door,   he 
drew  iSher  knees  to  her  chest  a:.:"!. 
laid  her  head  in  her  hands.  Her  body 
gave  a  sudden  shudder. 


«##*##•*« 
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Debbie  Morris 


I  DO 


AGAIN 


As  Michael  emerged  from  the  plane 
he  could  feel  eyes  turning  towards  him. 
It  was  the  same  way  everywhere  he  went. 
The  only  reason  that  these  jobs  were  so 
easy  was  because  of  his  looks.  Michael 
signaled  a  taxi  and  settled  himself  down 
for  the  long  ride  to  Londonville. 

Michael  glanced  at  the  scenery 
that  was  flying  by  the  taxi ,  but  the 
scenery  was  not  what  was  on  Michael's 
nind.  He  opened  his  briefcase  to  look 
again  at  the  newspaper  clipping  re- 
garding Miss  Christin  Eldwin.   She  was 
Michael's  hew  target.   This  job  *rould 
be  much  harder  than  all  the  rest, 
the  ether  women  had  been  fools.   It  had 
seemed  that  the  other  women  had  wanted 
to  part  with  their  money.   Christin  was 
tough.   He  knew  of  others  that  had  tried 
to  marry  Christin  for  her  money,  and 
failed. 

Michael  had  to  do  this.   He  couldn't 
affort  not  to. 

As  the  taxi  rounded  a  bend,  Chris- 
tin's  house  came  into  full  view.   The 
house  was  so  large  and  elegant  that  it 
was  so  breath-taking. 

The  taxi  drove  on  until  it  reached 
"La  Spa,"  where  Christin  went  every 
morning.   Christin  arrived  at  6  a.m. 
Michael  made  himself  as  noticeable  as 
possible,  and  by  the  tine  Christin 
left,  they  had  a  date. 

This  was  Michael's  big  night.   He 
had  seen  Christin  every  night  for 
eight  months.   He  was  finally  going  to 
ask  Christin  to  marry  him.   With  all  the 
others ,  he  had  dreaded  the  thought  of 
marriage.   He  knew  that  the  others  would 
marry  him,  but  he  was  not  sure  about 
Christin. 

Christin  was  so  beautiful.   She 
Was  bright  and  beautifully  cheerful,  and 
so  very  independent.  As  Michael  Walk- 
ed into  the  restaurant,  he  glanced  around 
at  the  tables  to  find  Christin.   Chris- 
tin and  Michael's  eyes  met.   When  Chris- 
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tin  saw  Michael,  she  could  feel  hersel:: 
glowing  with  pleasure.   There  he  was, 
her  guy.  He  stood  in  the  doorway  look- 
ing like  a  famous  star.   He  was  so 
suave  and  sophisticated.   He  ha~  &he 
perfect  bo'ly  tinted  with  a- golden 
brown  tan.  His  looks  were  perfect. 
They  gave  any  ecirl  shivers  of  delight  J 
Michael  was  perfect. 

After  they  were  finished  with 
dinner,  Michael  asked  Christin  to 
marry  him.   Christin  said  yes. 

Together  Christin  and  M5ehr  -1 
planned  the  perfect  wedding.    .'1st in 
wanted  a  huge  church  Wedding  with 
2,000  guests.  Michael  wanted  a  small 
wedding  in  the  woods  with  only  bhe 
people  in  the'  ceremony  and  their 
parents  involved. 

On  October  26,  Michael  and  Chris- 
tin were  married  in  a  tiny  church  in 
the  woods.   There  were  100  gueSts 
invited. 

Michael  and  Christin  had  only 
been  married  for  two  weeks  when  Mi- 
chael started  contemplating  the  best 
way  to  kill  Christin. 

The  other  wcT"en  had  been  easy  to 
kill.  First,  he  had  made  them  change 
their  wills,  then  he  killed  them. 
The  other  women  were  careless.  Judy 
had  liked  to  walk  around  at  the  J;ops 
of  cliffs.   She  acci'-ently  slipped 
and  fell.   Mary  was  a  mountain  climb- 
er, who  rarely  checked  her  equipment. 
A  rore   frayed  and  broke,  throwing 
her  200  feet  to  the  ground.   Sue  was 
a  world  traveler.   She  flew  her  own 
plane.   Sue  ran  out  of  gas  12,000 
feet  up.   How  careless  the  other 
women  had  been.  They  had  beer 
to  kill.   Christin,  however,  w:  s 
very  cautious.   She  checked  and 
re-checked  every  detail  whenever  •  she 
did  anything. 

Michael  decided  this  murder  would 
have  to  be  perfectly  planned.   He 

(continued) 


I  Do 


Again,  continued 


had  to  wait  until  Christin  trusted 
hiri  completely. without  a  doubt  or  se- 
cond thought.  Michael  knew  that  no- 
body would  believe  that  Christin  would 
stab  or  shoot  herself.  To  make  it  look 
like  suicide  was  out.  He  had  to  make 
this  look  like  an  accident,  like  some- 
one broke  in  and  killed  Christin.  Mi- 
chael had  this  -murder  planned  perfect- 
ly. 

Michael  and  Christin  pulled  up 
the  drive.  They  walked  into  the  house 
and  turned  on  the  lights.  Nothing  hap- 
pened! The  moonlight  that  shone  into 
the  room  dimly  lit  the  outline  of  the 
furniture.  Everything  was  in  shambles. 
Furniture  was  turned  over,  the  stuff- 
ing was  pulled  out  of  the  couch. 
Christin  gasped  when  she  was  the  room. 
Michael  and  Christin  walked  from  room 
to  room  trying  the  lights,  none  of 
them  worked.   In  every  room  the  fur- 
niture was  turned  over,  or  on  its 
side,  and  everything  was  broken.  Mi- 
chael told  Christin  to  go  one  way,  and 
him  the  other.  He  told  her  to  be  care- 
ful because  the  burglar  might  still  be 
in  the  house. 

Christin  walked  into  the  family 
room  and  looked  around.  She  thought 
that  she  heard  a  noise  near  the  win- 
dow. Christin  cautiously  crept  over 
toward  the  window. 

After  Christin  and  Michael  split 
up,  Michael  ran  to  the  dicing  r00m.  He 
could  now  walk  over  to  the  big  fire- 
place and  grab  the  heavy  poker.  Mi- 
chael silently  ere"  t  after  Christin 
with ^ the  poker.  He  could  see  her  dim 
outline  wandering  around  in  the  dark. 


Michael  snuck  up  behind  Christin  with 
the  poker  held  high  over  his  head. 
Just  as  Christin  turned  around,  Mi- 
chael brought  the  poker  silently 
down  in  a  hard  swing.  He  twisted 
his  arms  and  flung  the  poker  ac  oss 
the  room  before  it  could  hit  Chris- 
tin. Michael  couldn't  kill  Christin, 
he  just  couldn't.  He  could  kill  any-- 
body  else,  but  Christin  meant  too 
much  to  him. 

Christin  and  Michael  had  }.   ionp; 
talk  that  night.   Christin  kept  tel- 
ling Michael  to  turn  himself  in. 
She  would  wait  for  him  to  get  out  of 
jail.   Christin  would  wait.   She 
would  wait. 

Ten  years  later,  ten  long  years 
later,  Michael  walked  out  cf  jail. 
He  had  just  received  his  probation. 
While  Michael  was  in  jail,  he  had 
changed.   He  no  longer  wanted  to  be 
married  to  five  dead  women.   TIe 
didn't  want  all  their  money.  He 
just  wanted  to  live  the  rest  of  his 
life  with  Christin,  if  she  would 
have  him.  Michael  looked  around  for 
Christin.  There  she  was,  waiting  for 
him  with  open  arms.  They  got  into 
the  car  and  drove  home.  Michael 
thought  about  how  his  life  £ad  turn- 
ed out  as  happily  ever  after.  Chris- 
tin and  Michael  settled  down  with 
a  drink  to  talk.  Christin  settloi 
back  with  a  smile  on  her  face.   She 
watched  Michael  finish  his  drink, 
slowly  waiting  for  the  arsenic  to 
take  effect.  After  all,  he  had  x 
lot  of  mon-y. 


******** 


Charlotte  Pennington 
THEY  SAY  THE  BEST 


They  say  the  best  in  life  is  free. 
You  won't  give  anything  to  me. 
I'll  have  to  suffer  through  and  be 
a  lonely  hateful  ninety-three. 
But  I'll  keep  going  keep  right  on. 
I'll  never  let  you  live  it  down. 
You  made  this  person  love  you  more. 
I'-l  love  you  till  I'n  ninety-four. 

******** 


Charlotte  Penni^ton 
JEALOUSY 


I  saw  you  yesterday. 
I  wanted  to  speak  to  you 
but  as  I  got  closer  a 
"big  old  "reen-eyed  monster" 
(does  my  opinion  count?) 
caught  your  eye.   Your  big 
brown  eyes  lit  up,  a  grin 
wrinkled  y-ur   face,  and  you 
waved  to  her  as  she  passed. 

Isn't  my  kind  of  green  enough? 
******** 
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Anita  Rutkowski 
FEARS 


A  spider  growing  to  mutant  proportions  and  chasing  me  through 
the  house,  finally  trapping  me  in  the  base -ent  by  the  sump  pump, 
vhere  I  must  choose  to  be  eaten  alive  or  to  junp  into  the  hole. 

Getting  in  a  car  accident  on  the  way  to  school  the  day  that  my 
research  paper  is  due  in  Mrs.  Shields'  class  .  .  .  the  paper  that  I've 
racked  my  brains  out  on  for  nine  solid  weeks,  day  and  night. 

Getting '-sy  graded  research  paper  back  from  Mrs.  Shields. 

That  my  little  brother,  the  Flintstones  addict,  will  put  a  bowling 
ball  on  my  closet  shelf  to  see  if  it'll  fall  on  my  head,  just 
like  it  falls  on  Fred's. 

That  a  deranged  clown  is  hiding  under  my  bed,  waiting  to  grab  me 
just  as  Carrie  grabbed  the  girl  from  her  grave  in  the  movie  Carrie . 

That  Jack  Nicholson  is  hiding  in  my  closet. 

Not  having  a  date  for  a  wedding  that  my  ex-boyfriend  and  his 
new  girlfriend  will  also  be  attending,  then  it  turns  out  that  I 
have  to  sit  at  their  table. 

That  ny  life-sized  Bogart  poster  will  fall  from  the  wall  onto  my 
bed  while  I'm  sleeping  on  it. 

That  Auntie  Pauline  will  kiss  me  with  her  bright  orange  lipstick 
on  Christmas  Eve. 

******** 


Debbie  Morris 
SOAP  OPERAS 


Anneta  J.  Drilling 
LITTLE  SISTERS  GROW  UP  TOO 


They're  terrible 

They* re  awful 
.  Just  garbage 
'.Yes  trash 

They're  sinful 
They're  lustful 
all  sex 
Sd   low-class 

Edge  of  Night 

and  All  of  my  Kids 

Another  World 

Just  One  Life  to  Live 

Dallas  and  Ewings 
Bobby  and  Pan 
Leving  and  Turning 
The  whole  Ryan  clan 
/ 
The  Villains 
The  vixens 
The  badmen 
and  cons 

The  richer 
The  poorer 
In  OIL, 
Barons 


The  women 
The  children 
The  saviors 
The  hopes 

Couldn't  you  tell? 

I'm  a  fan  of  the  SOAPS! 


The  older  I  get 
The  worse  it  is 
To  look  back 
And  remember 
The  old  days. 

The  old  days 

Shen  we  were  young 

And  innocent, 

Afraid  of  growing  up. 

And  then  it  happenei. 
Age  adopted  us, 
And  we  were  carried  far  apart 
The  sister  I  once  knew 
was  someone  else. 

The  younger  of  two 
Was  now  as  old  as  I, 
And  we  were  little  more 
Than  friends. 

******** 


******** 
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S.  B. 

BYE 

Although  I  was  a  continent  away, 
I  could  hear  your  call. 
Your  need  for  help  came  to  ine. 
I  wasn't  shocked  at  all. 

I  wish  I  could  have  held  you 
and  laid  your  head  upon  ray  breast. 
No  words  would  have  to  be  spoken 
just  knowing  someone  cared. 

You  could  shut  your  eyes  and  stay  by  my 

side 
and  God  willingly  would  take  care  of  the 

rest. 

But  I  couldn't  catch  the  plane  that  late 
W  mind  was  in  a  frenzy. 

I,  knew  that  when  I  returned  to  you 
/your  loving  eyes  would  be  empty. 

I  hope  your  body  is  at  peace  now, 
and  your  wandering  soul  will  lie. 

I  don't  want  to  be  haunted 

because  I  wasn't  there  when  you  died. 

******** 

/ 

Brian  Carlson 
TO  THE  ROAD 


Judy  Belfield 


GOODBYE  AND  GOODBYE 

Last  glances 

between  us, 

you  to  walk 

into  winter's  gray-gashed  belly, 

I  into  a  warm  embryo 

tied  to  a  yesterday  heartbeat. 

I  have  no  tears  for  ycu; 

I  have  learned 

to  expect  goodbyes — 

waited  for  this  one 

without  fear 

or  agitation. 

A  lifeline  sustains  me 
in  this  sudden  solitude — 
feeds  me  self-esteem 
keeps  my  legs  limber 
and  shows  me  a  way  to  smile 
if  not  to  feel. 

******** 


The  urge  of  America 
is  to  take  to  the  road. 

Returning  to  a  place 
beyond  the  gaze 
of  humanity. 

To  live  among  the  cactus 
and  coyote  would  see-  noble 

Experiencing  the  ancient 
magical  rites 
of  the  natives. 

Indians,  lay  burned 

and  dyinp,  on  highway  wilderness, 

for  incurring  the  wrath 

of  the  gods. 

Peyote  sunset,  hot  and  vengeful 

This  is  a  rr-gic  hour,  though. 

The  hour  all  flesh  joins  the  spirit  world. 

Prepare,  for  the  chosen  are  yourselves. 
******** 


Charlotte  Pennington 
MAN  OVERBOARD 


"Man  overboard — 
Starboard  side." 


Alone  in  the  water,  where  are  you  „ow? 

''Condition  Zebra, 

all  hands  on  deck. 

Time  for  all  unauthorized  perso-nnol 

to  leave  the  flight  deck." 

"Stand  clear." 

Man  overboard— you're  the  one 
we're  looking  for — 
Where. are  you  now? 

******** 
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Anita  Rutkowski 

BARREN 


A  pinvheel  whistling  with  a  warm  summer  "breeze 
as  it  stands  mounted  on  a  tree  stump  of  a  forgotten  farm. 
Each  turn  of  its  foil  petals  flashes  the  blurred  image 
of  a  wathered  barn  through  a  blinding  sun's  glare. 
Careless  with  thought.  A  free  Utopia.  Momentum  building, 
flashing  signals  for  no  one  to  see. 

As  dusk  hangs  over  the  deserted  acreage  the  air 
becomes  stagnant.   The  ninwheel  shines  bright  across  the 
night,  as  if  the  sky  had  lost  a  star.   Its  image  of 
the  barn,  a  curved  distortion,  realizes  details  that 
were  blinded  with  the  day's  breeze.  Rotted  wood,  blackened 
with  age.  Missing  boards  and  a  collapsed  roof.  A 
crumbled  stone  base.   Days  of  hard  work  resting  in  its 
frame,  creeking  to  itself. 


■ 


******* 


:   . 


Judy  Belfield 
BREEZIN  BY 


Linda  Schweitzer 

FLOATING  MEMORIES 


. 


■  -    "  .'.  L 

We're  just  cruisin  along 
with  the  wind  in  our  ears 
like  everybody  else— 
hearin  a  music 


" 


■  . 


made  by  the  air 
and  our  imaginations. 
They  built  these  roads 
Fluttering  butterflies,  soft  and  airy,  for  me  and  you — 

decorate  the  blue  sky  with  their      just  a  couple  of  insignificant  Joes 
tranquil  flight  and  wings  of  golden    stopped  by  an  occasional  red  light 

moving  on  again — 
sailin  through 
from  one  place  to  the  next 
until  the  car  breaks  down 
or  we  get  to*  old  to  drive. 


3ummer  memories. 

******** 


■ 


■ 
Charlotte  Pennington 


! 

- 

■ 


******** 


I'LL  KEEP  SOME  THINGS 

•J 


I'll  keep  some  things 

and  set  some  free 

the  things  you  love,  you  must  let  be. 

The  love  you  have, 

the  love  he  brings, 

can  be  two  terribly  different  things. 


Linda  Schweitzer 
SMOTHER  THE  PROBLEMS 


Diamond  rings  and  deep  dark  schemes 
form  pretty,  sentimental  dreams. 


******** 


Our  differences  are  surfacing  more  often 
than  they  used  to. 

Simple  love  can't  smother  them,  not  like 
it  used  to. 

Now  is  when  the  tough  r^-*"t  starts, 
when  the  real  devotion  begins- 
We  have  to  face  the  problems  head  on, 
and  forgive  each  other  f cr  lovers '  sins  - 

I  still  love  you  just  as  much,  and 
probably  even  more- 
We  can't  end  it  just  like  this, 
not  in  a  sourceless  little  w°r. 
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Charlotte  Pennington 


v. 


PROPAGANDA  PEEKS 


Orange  octopi 
loosely  lollygag 
round  areas 
of  octagonal 
shaped  ships 
How  horrible 
to  trip 
tiny  tots 
when  whisking 
through  tou^Ti 
neighborhood  nooks. 
Propaganda  peeks 
around  amnesia 
and  acute 
appendages . 

******** 

Anita  Rutkowski 
HAVE  YOU  EVER  WONDERED 


Does  everyone  have  an  Uncle  Ken? 

Do  all  Uncle  Kens  have  belt  buckles 
with  KEN  written  in  huge  block  letters? 

Does  this  help  then  to  remember 
their  names? 

Do  all  Uncle  Kens  frequent  Hairline 
Creations? 

Do  all  Uncle  Kens  actually  believe 
that  people  don't  know  that  they're 
wearing  a  hair-piece,  even  after  they've 
pulled  the  rug  back  into  place  a  dozen 
times  in  the  past  hour? 

Do  all  Uncle  Kens  boast  about  the 
tine  they  went  down  a  hill  in  a  wheel- 
chair in  their  Sunday  best,  only  to  put 
a  hole  in  their  sock? 

******** 


Judy  Belfield 
A  SLUMBER  ARTIST 


The  day  starts  without  me; 

sun  rises 

greets  the  birds 

sniles 

punches  his  clock 

paid  by  the  hour  .  .  . 

All  this  I  miss 

eyelids  shut  tight 

quivering   ^ith  a  soft  pulse 

keeping  in  the  visions — 

Ocrw-.ic  surrealisms 

sepia-tinted 

like  Kafka's  beetle. 


. 


Anita  Rutkowski 
DEEP  THINKING 

Oblivion  is  looming 

miles  from  here 

yet  within  arm's  length 

Hands  grasp 

eternity  forever 

but  sometimes  never  more. 


. 


******** 


Linda  Schweitzer 
DROPS  OF  CONFUSION 


Simplicity  has  been  washed  out  with 

the  rain. 

Each  drop  washes  out  white  purity 

and  drips  in  marks  of  black  and  gold. 

,It  spatters  questions  on  youths'  lips 

and  sprays  mist  on  all  the  crystal 

clear  answers. 

Thunder  muffles  the  birds'  simple  songs, 

composing  -  song  of  its  own — without 

harmony  or  beauty. 

Skies  are  no  longer  blue  or  clear,  clouds 

have  created  a  cluster  of  confusion. 

The  world  has  become  a  mere 

muddled  middle  of  chaos. 


******** 

Judy  Belfield 
SUICIDE 

I  hold  you  here 

in  a  dead-light  bulb  room— 

the  darkness  helps  to  keep  you 

in  my  mind. 

I  try  to  stretch  this  short  moment 

like  a  soft  plastic  bag 

clinging  to  my  face 

but  ray  breath,  already  used, 

cones  b-.cP.  to  snotlier  ',.:-. 


******** 

■ 

■ 
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******** 


Judy  Belfield 
RESURRECTION 


Blue-lipped 

you  come  to  me 

arisen  fron  the  dead, 

another  day 

like  Jesus 

rolling  the  stone  aside 

stepping  into  the  cold  night's  end. 

You  inhale  the  darkness 

exhale  a  pale  spectrum 

and  kiss  ny  shoulder. 

******** 


Brian  Carlson 
THE  IMPOSSIBLE  ESCAPE 


Poisonous  magistrates 
in  false  assembly 

They  loathe  and  curse  each  other; 
the  good  are  incarcerated 

but  you  and  I 

can  achieve 

the  impossible  escape. 

Let ' s  run  again . 
The  woods  are  echoing. 
It's  time.- 
It  is. 

******** 


Judy  Belfield 
LIFE  AFTERLIFE 


I  speak  your  name  today 

and  you  live  again, 

as  you  believed  nillenia  ago 

■when  the  pyramids  were  already  old. 

"Ramses," 

I  whisper  to  air 

miles  from  the  Nile 

and  the  Valley  where  you  slept. 

You  stand  beside  me  here 
for  a  single  moment 
of  your  eternity, 
painted  eyes  glittering 
in  the  rising  sun. 

******** 
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